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And I recounted to him a long conversation I had held
with the Hodja el Vatan, under the trees in the courtyard
of the Pigeon Mosque, at Stamboul, in which that ven-
erable doctor of Islam and I had come to almost perfect
agreement about the ineffable oneness of the final
mystery.

Mitkhal smoked in silence for the better part of half
an hour. There is time for reflection in the desert. Then
he reached over and patted me on the shoulder.

"My friend," he said, "I believe myself to be a true
Moslem; yet it seems to me that you and I worship the
same God. It seems to me, therefore, that you must also
be a Moslem in your heart, though you do not keep the
observance, and have never made the pilgrimage to
Mecca."

"That I know not," I replied; and added, not to please
him, but because it was the fact, "At least it is certain
that I am not a Christian, for I do not believe that Jesus
was God or the son of God, or that he rose from the dead,
or that I must worship him."

"Do you believe that there is no god but God?" asked
Mitkhal.

"Bissahi! [truly!]" I replied.

"A little while ago," said Mitkhal, "I think I heard
you speak the name of Mohamet, among the prophets of
the one God."

"I did, indeed."

"But there is nothing more required to live as a true
Moslem and enter paradise," said Mitkhal. "La illaha
illullah; Mohamet rassoul ullah* Will you not repeat it
after me?"

"Willingly," I replied, and did.